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agitated, and the head of Major Dustin appeared between them.
" Cato," he shouted, " Hasdrubal ! Romulus ! Hitch up those horses!"
To his daughter he bawled : " Send him over here in a hum-! We
got to get back on the road quick ! "
As I went towards the wagon, Major Dustin continued to shout at
me. His words were abusive, but I knew his irascibility was assumed.
" Hell and damnation, Mr. Oliver t \Vhat you been doing with
yourself all these days ? Seems like \\e'd been here a year, letting all
the riff-raff in the world walk by us, just so we could give you some
advice you prob'ly won't take ! I tell you, young feller^any man who
tries to give advice these days is just a plumb damn? fool ! "
" I'll be mighty grateful for all you can spare," I said.
" By God, sir, if you are, you're one in a million/5 Major Dustin
cried. " Come up into this wagon ! "
I climbed to the seat and saw, on a mattress in the body of the
cart, a half-naked youth with such a singularly sandy-red colouring
that he was like a giant carrot. His hair was sandy red, his body
mottled with clusters of rust-coloured freckles, the flesh of his upper
chest swollen in ridges, as a carrot is swollen. Beside him was a bucket
of water and a heap of bloody bandages.
The major climbed down beside him, picked up one of the ban-
dages, soused it in the water, wrung it out, and carefully placed il
against the boy's head, where until recently an ear must have grown.
The major looked up at me. " This is Ian MacFreel from Deep
River. I know him well. His father bought two horses from me four
years ago. The father's all right and so's this boy. Take a good look
at him."
He lifted up the bandage, to let me see the spot where the ear
had been. A patch the size of a saucer had been carved from the side
of his head. His whole upper body, seemingly, had been pounded
with something that had broken the skin in places, and left welts and
bruises tinged with pale green and dirty yellow.
The major laid the bandage over the earless spot and bound it
lightly in place with what I took to be a woman's stocking.
c< How you feel, Ian ? " he asked.
" Good," the boy said. " I've got kind of a stuffed feeling, like as
if Fd been drinking new licker."
The major was obviously pleased. " Look at that," he told inc.
" Ian was out of his head and crazy as a dipper duck when we picked
him up five days ago. Now all he's got is a headache, and to-morrow
he'll be fit to ride a horse same as any of us." He tapped my shoulder.
** You got here just in time, young feller ! I told Julia I'd wait till
Ian was fit to travel, and not one minute longer. To tell you the truth,
I wouldn't *a* waited this long if Julia hadn't raised so much hell! I,